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ADVERTISEMENT. 

The itlivtry of tAt's volume^ from wuiny unfore/een 
circumfiances has been vnavoidably delayed* A$ fcm, as 
afufficient number of fubfcribers woere obtained^ the work 
was put to prefs; but/rom the long indifpojition of the 
Author^ (who is now no more) feme errors may have 
efcapedf which the candour of the reader^ it is hopedf 
will excufc. 
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DEDICATION. 



TO 

THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE COUNTESS 

FITZWILUAM. 

Madam, 

IT is impoflible to receive fo diftinguifhed 
an Honour as that which you have conferred on me, and 
not experience the warmed Senfations that Gratitude can 
infpire. I beg your Ladyfhip to believe I mull ceafe to 
exift ere I ceafe to feel, and to acknowledge myfelf, 

Madam, 

Your Ladyfliip'g 
Moft devoted, 
Moft obliged, 

And very humble Servant, 
E, K. MATHEWS. 
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ELEGIAC LINES 



TO THE 



MEMORY 



or 



THE AUTHaR, 

ELIZA KIRKHAM MATHEWS, 
Who died May 25, 180a. 

— {?-.^-^— 

THOUGH no funereal grandeur fwell my fong. 
Nor genius eagle-plum'd the ftrain prolongs 
Though grief, and nature here alone combine, 
To weep, Eliza, o'er a fate like thine ; 
Yet thy fond prayer (lill lingering on my ear. 
Shall force its way through many a gufliing tear. 



XIV ELEGIAC LINES. 



V 



And art thou gone ? my valued wife, ray Jriend^ 
And have my hopes already met their end ; 
Since (he who grac'd them from my bofom fled, 
To crowd the cavem'd manfions of the dead. 
Yes 1 all that form*d a hufband's anxious fmile, 
All that the vacant moment could beguile, 
Thofe eyes which fliew'd the torrent of the mind, 
Are ever dormant, to the tomb confignM. 
Though withering ficknefs mark'd thee in the womb, 
And form'd thy cradle but to form thy tomb. 
Yet like a flower (he bade thee reach thy prime. 
The fairer viftim for the ftroke of time. 



When even fleep, fweet fleep, refufed thy call, 
Sleep, that with cool rcfrefhment, ftrengthens all. 
When till the morn, thine eyes, unclos'd and damp, 
TracM thy fad femblance in the glimmering lamp ; 
When from thy face each blooming relic fled, 
Where hope might flatter with reluftant tread, 



ELEGIAC LINES. XV 



Sill darting forward from thy weight of woe, 
Thy mindf with all its energy, would glow. 
Oh ! when thcfe eyes ferenely faw thee wait. 
The laft long feparating ftroke of fate ; 
When I beheld thy agonizing pain, 
Call'd on thy voice to greet me but in vain. 
When o'er thy lips I watch'd thy falt'ring breath. 
When louder grief proclaimed thy prefence— death : 
Through every vein an icy horror chillM, 
Colder than marble then my bofom thrill'd. 

The mufe that faw thy opening beauties fpread, 
That lov'd thee living {hall lament thee dead : 
Ye graceful virtues, while the note I breathe. 
Of faired flowers entwine a funeral wreathe 
0£ virgin flowers, and place them round her tomb 
To bud like her, and perilh in her bloom. 

Had anguifh'd forrow ne'er oppos'd the line, 
Thy virtues afk an abler pen than mine, 



XWl ELEGIAC LINES. 

They alk, but never (hall they yet explore, 
A mind that knew, or could regret thee more ! 
Ah ! long, Eliza, (hall thy pi£hire reft. 
Time (hall not wear it imag'd in my bread ; 
Yes, thou {halt live, while fond remembrance lives, 
Till he who mourns thee, afks the line he gives. 
Yes, I, who live to mourn thine early doom, 
Pluck't like thyfclf, in all my youthful bloom. 
May, ere long claim, the requiem of a tear, 
And foon be borne extended on the bier. 



Mcthinks I fee thee reach th* empyrean fliore, 
And heaven's full chorus hails an angel more. 
While 'mid the fcraph forms that round thee fly 
Thy mother meets thee with extatic eye, 
She fprings, exulting from her throne of reft. 
Claps her white plumes, and clafps thee to her bieaft. 
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SONNET 
I. 



TO TWIUGHT, 



•••«,^K*** 



MEEK twUight kafte! athwart this earthly ball, 

Fling thy pale fhad'wy robe—and as I ftray 
Thro' tangled cople, where no nide founds appaH- 

Whcre Philomela from a dewy fpray 
Pours mildly fweet, her melancholy fokig, 

In cadence foft as hymns ol dying faint ; 
While echo's mimick voice the notes prolang> 

And memory's over^varymg pencils paint 
Pafl fcenes of biifs, flown never to return ; 

O I let me (it beneath yon tim^^iwom rock, 
And tell of all Fve felt^ and all I mourn, 

For here no fummer £riends atound me flock, 
To break the hallowed calmnefs of repofir, 

Laceiate my bUcding hearty and mock wy woes* 

Bfi 
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SONNET 

II. 



TO THE EVENING STAR* 



•\^^«< 



BRIGHT Jiar of eve f rcfplcndcnt gem of night, 
Beneath thy lucid orb I love to ftray, 
Drop feeling's tear, and mark thy quiv'ring ray ; 

'I'ill borne mf alley's car with rapid flight, 

I mount thy fphere, and tread thy beamy way* 

Or if perchance I feek the ruin'd tow'r. 

To wafte alone the contemplative hour ; 
Wrapt in deep thought, thy feCrets I furvey. 

Methinks my ANGEL Mary's FORMgHdesby, 
And points to thee^ her feat of bli& ferene ; 
Then bids me hope ; nor grieve for joys terrene^ 

Waves her £ur hand, and feeks her native fky 1— 
Adieu \ bright Jlar I the airy vi/ions fade, 
And leave me penfivein the ruxn'd shade ! 
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SONNET 

III. 

TO THE MOON* 

PALE ORB OF light! that beam'ft with luftrc mild, 

O'er peopled cities, and o'er defaits wild ; 

Shin'ft on the palace, and the lowly cot ; 

Not e'en the church-yard, is by thee forgot. 

All fliare thy fmiles alike, O ! Cynthia fair, 

Ken thy foft fight, enjoy thy evening care. 

Haply, e'en now, thy deck'ft my Mary's graw. 

Where I fo oft the figh of pity heave ; 

Where, in fad anguifh, bending o'er her arw, 

My lovely fiftcr's death, I vainly mourn ; 

There (hed thy pureji beam^ thy fweeteft ray, 

^v^ light €thcridl(^'^tt. dim clouds away, 

Till frefli Atirora opes the purple morn, 

And Phccbus' brighter beams htr humbUJhrine adorn. 
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SONNET 

IV* 



TO THE RIVER TAFFE. 



• t »x^^* • • • 



THOU peaceful ftrcams! whofc gentle CiWry tide, 

Breaks in foft ripp lings 'gainft the pebbly fliore, 
Whofe lucid waves, in penfive murmurs glide, 

Uncealing on, to aid the ocean's Jt>ar ; 
Say, does Tome chryftal drops thy bofom fwell, 

Borne from the windings of my fav'rite rill ? 
Where oft at eve Tve heard the peafani's knell, 

Or fweet4on^d PkilonuVs melodious trill : 
Ah ! tafteful days ! forever, ever fled! 

Fled like the airy vifions of the night, 
Whofe gay alluring forms, hy fancy Itd^ 

Shrinks from the piercing eye of holy light 
Ah ! taileful days ! fled never to return ; • 

With.undiflemb]ed woe thy flight I mourn. 
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SONNET 

V. 



SPRING. 



••tvt^x^* 



HOW fweec among the wpodland fcenes to ifove. 

When dcw>gem'd trees, their budding charms difplay, 
And Hfien to the thrilling voice of love, 

That floats melodious on the breath of May. 
To marck the bur(ting germe, the in&nt flow'r, 

Catch the health-giving breeze of early dav/n, 
Mark the bright tintt of moin's empurpled hour, 

And firay delighted o'er the fpangled Itwn. 
O ! thefe are fcenes that wake th* approving thought, 

Thathid refle£lion foar on eaglo-wing 1 
With confcums taorih, with fenfe, and feeHng iraughc, 

All that t^exptace can give and meni'ry bring. 
Such vcre thtjoyst in life's f^if morn I knew, 
When every tkwght was blifs^ and every hope was n e w . 



lO SONNETS. 

SONNET 

VI. 



HENRY TO HIS • FRIEND. 

MARK'D you the dew-drop hailing on yon tboro, 

With radient lufire trembling to the eye ? 
Mark'd you the fragrance of the rofeate mom, 

The breeze that wafts the balmy fweets on high ? 
Than thofe more mild appeai'd the beauteous maid, . 

Who firft attun'd my ravifh'd foul to love ; 
Alas! in chilling filence now file's laid, 

Nor joyi nor peace again my heart can prove. 
Emma, adieu ! my lyre henceforth be mute, 

To founds of mirth my mind can ne'er accord. 
No more Til touch the fweetly plaintive lute, 

But break with anguifli ev'ry tuneful chord. 
Then hie me fadly to her turf-dreft clay. 
In fighs to melt my grief-wrung heart away. 



S0l«ffft$« ft 

SOKKST 



TME VISIOH. 



*9*9Sl^fi9*V 



STAY (^^titfk tAdmz \ laMkfl i»hantofitt ftty ! 

Ah! doii6Cibii£4Mfinf ca^vieWy i 
But cheer fk^' IfMry #« iiAf t tbotnf vaf » 

Nor Imm te M^kifig mt iK ktesp^fapy^a* 
The lovely viiioii fli^dtf «y ittMMd plaiM, 

While I in foiViMit mOttiAfol tones baieat, 

A wife fe Itt^f tf gcflS Itf ^i^ilfy^Mfl, 
Snatch'd from iwy ar«M{-i«Ml of «adi joy I mourn 

Tie pecrkfr nytfr^kr ^t ^ iUuo^d tkf hmSt, 
With ^omifenfs kMisi$'*HMi«r 4Mtf|Mingr wiftful, 'kin, 

I feek the mttiMm^hiiiif not (tQO^ fo««ief mA: 
Save when ifiii^attt^X tfON^£lyittnif4a«My 
And( ¥ntlt my a^el Emitt)^ t fcymn H^rapfaie Anin» $ 

C 
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SONNET 

VIII. 



DEATH OF THE BARD. 



••.f^^*.* 



COME halbw'd po'fy I weave the deaikUfs verfe I 

To folcmn chaundng tune thy dulcet reed, 
In matchlefs lays, my Emma's worth rehearfey 

Ah ! footh with requiems ikd, her parting ihade. 
And you, ye artlefs children of the plain, 

Whofe deep-lighs miqgle with the chilly gale ; 
Pour in wild vulody your unleam'd drain. 

While ye lament, the hloflbm of the vale. 
Bring jas'minesy rofes, myrtles^ lillies pale, 

Go, pluck the wild thyme from yon beetling deeps, 
Cull the blanch'd hawthorn, from the bloomy dale. 

To deck the holyjod^ where Emma fleeps I 
Thus fang the bard ! widi frenzied woe oppred. 
Then broke Ymfweet-tolCd lyrt and funk to tndlefs reji. 
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IX. 



TO A SNOW-DROP. 



•••«^tt«* 



EMBLEM ofmodejl worth I firft bom of fpring, 
Mild harbinger ofmany a bloomy flow'r, 
Whofe dewy-petals gem the verdant bow'r 

Of laughing May ; — ^for diee, the fweeteft ftring 

Of &ncy's lyrCi the mufe fliall fweep. 

Fair poTy hail thee with her thrilling drain, 
And in rude numbers o^er the grafly plain, 

fiefide the dream, and up the mountain deep ! 

The ruddy plough-boy, and the milk-maid fair, 
Chanting their fimple verfe, {hall of thee tell 
Sweet JlozoWy that nedles in the lowly dell, 

Far from the feat of folly's wild career ; 

Like heav'ti'taught geniuSi lov'ly, bright, ferene, 
Shining amidd the thorns of life's fantadic fcene. 

C2 
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SONNET 

X. 



TO MISS D. M. B. ON LEA VING DE VON. 



—^^••* 



SAY xny DiafUi \ why tbt itnding fi|hf 

And why that tear that dims tbine anire vft ? 

Is it, becauie Eliza ^iikt the plain* 

Nor lonyer (aothi thee with her pUiative Aram ? 

It is, for lo the fympathetk %h« 

The humid drop that tremUet in miitt e)re, 

Speaks what thou fcel'ft thy tender grieft impar t» 

And twine newfifrtwt round my €kur^9 hart. 

Ah ! my Diana i iar fiem diofit Wd firenes 

(Where bleft with childhbo^a viitonaty dicanu. 

Oft in life'i early mom content I Aray'd, 

And woo*d the mofe tfaro^ m«iy a hroideT'd mead) 

I go—a wand'rer firom my nadve plahts^ 

Whcre.^ra^ (facred powor) awoke my in&nt fitains. 
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From the Navei ''WHAT HAS BEEW 



tt^^ff 



WHAT dmc the fihrer regent of dbe nif^ 

Spreads a pale luftre o'er the vault of heaven ; 
The child of genius ! marks fwift fancy's flighty 

To pofy 's hallowed theme, his thoughts are giv^i. 
Then ^ii»' the giove» his oftc&il iMimbett breaihci 

Where woodbiiies Ikiry and the m\d pcrium^fll tokp 
Give ftvgmiee to the breath #f meek-eyed C¥B| 

And nature all bcf footfiingcharmfdiftloief 
While filence aiditbc penfivt thought ffiUkaei 

That bids the wwd'rer check the niunn'nf^ iigb^ 
And mildly gKde tdcnm the ftieam of tune f 

That fonow Toon will ceafe,-*^t im^n is nigkf 
WhcTeJcorfif na more the Cuff 'rer^s heart (hall tear^ 
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Darted, from midft the ihining angel band, 
To claim a friend, fnatchM from a guilty land: 
Inftant, a thoufand ftarry worlds they trod, 
And awe-Jlruck 6ent, before the throne of God ! 
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SONNET 

XIfI« 



TO THE MOON. * 



•••^^^••* 



HAIL lovely Cynthia I filver queen of night ! 
Thy cheering beams I view with fond delight : 
Whether I gaze when grief is lulIM torefi, 
Or, when keen woes affail my aching bread, 

Tis thine to charm the folitary hour : 
When feated on a rude rock's awful brow, 
That frowns tremendous o'er the waves below, 

I mark thy rays, and feel thy foothing pow'r. 

Gay hope, and gentle peace, poffefs my foul ! 
With grateful heart I blefs that pow'r divine, 
Who bade yon fiarry orbs with thee to fliine ; 

Whofe (acred woids bcav'% earth, and lea controul. 
FATHBJt OP LiPK Iwidiproftrateheartl pray ; 
O ! guide my fpirit lo the itaims of day ! 
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XIV. 



TO MISS D. ill. SJ^ 



• ••(^■M*. 



CHILL wipter p^ ! vrith nptui'd v^ce I hail 

The purpld crocufy hiMwg hawthorn's bloom $ 
The medefi (ifmw<diop droc^ing^ languid, pale, 

Like fomefair |iiaiden> fin]ung to the tomb. 
Gay glows the butterrcupi and dafi&^di 

The vi^t fling odour to the gale, 
The fcented cov^, c{ad in ycUow piide, 

The eglantine, and iiUy of die vale. 
Come my Diaaa ! let's ftpgedio: ftfay, 

Reft on the bnnr of yonder heakhful JiiH ; 
Lift to the iinnet efaauiitkig fiem the %i;^9 

And maik^ie muramniof the lucid nil. 
View iti dnr Afoam wind gontly throngli the vaic, 
And ihc pac iMeatfaofMfly day tolMde. 

D 



20 SONNETS. 



SONNET 



rXSCRlBED TO MISS N-^T^E. 



•••^^^••* 



SWEET IS the fragrant breath of early (pring ! 
S^^eet is the winding of the mellow horn ! 
Sweet is the woodlark's chaunt in fummer mom I 

B\itjweeterjar, the thrilling bli(s Ifii^. 

O ! gratitude ! to thee I tune n^ fyre 1 
Soft flows the drain, wak'd by thy magic (kiU, 
RapturM I touch the chord, thy praife to trill, 

Enchanting nymph! I feel thy facred fire 

Dart thro' my foul, more chafie than Alpine fiaow, 
Ecftatic tranfports kindle in my breaft, 
And e'en myjiuif with thy bright name's impreft ; 

Nor can hoar time's keen fcythe the bloflbms mow, 
Of gracious GRATiTUOE,mheav'nthey'll bloom, 
When death'sjemfioiron'd dart hath (buck me to the tomb./' 



SONNETS. Si 



SONNET 

.XVI. 



Ta VALDARNO.* 



■ •••«^^*t* 



SWEET mioftrel I oft the majgic of thy lyre, 

As lone beneath ew?s beamy lamps I fiiay. 
Endues my fpifit with poetic fire, 

While emulation bids me claim a bay. 
Soft as the mountain fhepherds tuneftil flute. 

Flow the mild numbers of thy dulcet firain, 
Apollo's felf hath flrung thy filv'ry lute, 

And nature nurs'd thee on her fertile plain. 
As erft tow'rds po'f/s wilder'd bower I hied. 

And drove to join the tafteful fifien throng, 
Thy mufe, enchanting, bard, I raptur'd fpied. 

And heard her pour a bland melodious fong. 
Tis thine, Valdamo, thine to melt the heart. 
And thine, poetic tranfport to impart. 

* The late W. Bcckford, Efq. 
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SOKKfit 

XVII. 



THE INDIANA 



•••iy9%««* 



ALONE, tknfirieaieA, an A fbfcif^ flioiie. 

Behold aa htpkliy aiebadnly liai^ 
fieggii^ her fcanty &ie fiotn dodr to dooir^ 

With piteous voice, aiid haiiihly teoM iMtd. 
Alas ! her nittve tongue is known io lew ; 

Her maonen mA her garb txdte fut^fe ; 
The vulgar fiare to fee lier bid adieu ; 

Her uttei'd garments fix their curious eyes. 
Ceafe, ceafe your laug^, ye thongfatlels vain ; 
Why fneer at yon poor Indian^ pain ? 
*Tls nature*! attlefs voice that f^iiaki r-^ 
Behold ! the tear, hfedew het cheelcs) 
Imploring a(6tions,— hurfting figfas, 
Reveal enough to firittft^ycs! 
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XVIII. 



(Frm « WHAT HAS BEEN.'' J 



•««^^t*i 



JOY, flies iJH^tdi ftoftt my wouiuM breaftf 
And diillderp<mdence, mark ih& theedtft &iyt 
Love's rabic-^wreathes no mott mj htam amf , 

But fqualid feau- difkbes my lidut of reft. 

Evils afiikipated dirong tfiy ^oeA, 

Hopq,^ fairy bloffixM, vfidier in my hrekft^ 
Wild trem!>ling teirots every ktk aneft, 

And wan ddpair my wayward diottg^ts controo!. 

Abfent from Mm I love,my amdous hearu 
No longer throbs M pleaTuffes fpottive voke, 
The melancholy ^Me is now my choice, 

Where to tlic Waft my (btrows I impart. 

No more I rapt'rous trill th' harmonic wire, 

Sad is «yy&«^— -unflrung the mufes lyre. 
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AH! who can tell 1 but they who feel thy pow'rs, 
How fliarp thy pangs, relentlefs itW/u/penfe^ 
Thou chain*ft the heart with haggard woe intenfe, 

Dimii^ with anxious thoughts the circling houn. 

Haunted by thee and forrow — ^pallid maid, 
I mark the fombrous, lagging moments move^ 
Nor ken kop^s rapt'rous fmile, nor think of love, 

But unfiful hieme to the fpeQi'd glade ; 

There, where the bat upborne by lafiic wing. 
Flits by— -I trill a folemn mournful (bain, - 
The deep notes echo, o'er the dewy plain : 

Vainly I touch the lyre— effay to iing 
Of joy !— but miagre^ wan fufpenie, 
Englooms my fong, and wounds each taficful fenfc. 
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XX. 



To Mt. — — , en receiving an elegant Poem from him. 



•••t,^^**# 



HARK 1 Tweet mu&c xneetn mine ear. 

Borne on zephyr's fportive wing ; 
Floating on the lucid air^ 

Perfum'd hreath of early fpring. 
Hufli'd be every ruder noife, 

Tis Neophytus that (ings ; 
Ye fiuries liften to his voice, 

Mark him fweep th' harmonic (Itings. 
Gentle candour, view thy child. 

Twine a wreath of blooming flow'rs, 
Dove-ey'd pity, placid, mild. 

Crown the youth who feels thy pow'rs ! 
And thou &ircharity \ feraphic maid ! 
His failings with thy (howy wings o*er fhade ! 
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SONN£T 

XXI. 



TO DR. 



•**c^M*«« 



O ! TUNEFUL iMid I whofe foTt eachanting Uys» 

Sooth tyrant forrow into caloi rapofe ; 
Accept my thanks, accept my artldi praifey 

Nor fcom my TRJiMii^iKa, and untutor'd mufe. 
Tis thine in fofteft ftraini to melt the heart, 

With fweet-ton'd accddts wake the deeping foul, 
To dull c/d melancholy joy impart, 

And thine, thft bieath of flander to controul. 
When death hath cut liMift f4ver thread in t%\^in, 

And mouldef*d in the duA thy hddy lies, 
Theny^me (hall loud thy viMuous deeds proclaim, 

Whilft foats diy foal, to bHfs above the (kies: 
There clad in gloiions vdl, divinely hright, 
With faints enjoy, uflCpeaksft^k delight 1 
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ra£ FIlQOtM^f 



•f*«4^*« 



ARISE fa^ %ntlua ! Aod thy plaod be^m, 

Cheer ^Iqoe pilgrim oa jiis.4evioii^ way ; 
Illume the derait>iath»rfH!wcyglei»ii, 

I^ft he to yQRder;fowiHB^,U>Fri»it 11^ 
Hark! howillie viiit&r>ftives.dflifliaioiig the Ibor^, 

Tumbli|^.Q^er.f!Qck.of.uncoutb nigged.foim ; 
No light to guide him in.^ folfimn;hoi)ur, 

No cave to (belt^^iMithe howling 0Qrm. 
Loud o*er his head t|ie pQaliqg.th)fiidq(»ir9|Jy 

The l%ht*^ng.daits.aRiunditt/lividifirds^ 
To him who Jttks the^lobei Jietlifitihis tiquly 

Breathy aiibft^, then i£iikiiig Vwr caq^irei* 
Sweetly to bli(svthe et&ciid;^irit {iiesi 
M^liMWiiiUsiinaumhiB^ ! 

£ 
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XXIII. 



TO MR. K' 



«»*f^%»»* 



O ! K 1 ! fv«eete(l of the tuneful throng! 

Whofe thrilling numbers melt upon mine ear, 
'Tis heaVnly gratitude, awakes my fong, 

And bids me raife the fupplicating pray'r. 
Hail libVal youth ! thy rapt enlighten'd mind, 

Illum'd with white-rob'd pity's brighteft ray, 
The beauties of niy infimt mufe refin'd. 

And mark'd the artleis carol of my lay. 
Ye miniftering angels guard his way, 

His life-path firew with buds of blooming dye, 
When wailing o'er hb beauteous Laura's clay, 

Catch ye the tear, and waft to heav'n the figh : 
Gol regifter on high, his deeds, his truth. 
While lift'ning feraphs heari and bleisthe matchlefsyout 
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SONNET 

XXIV. 



TO siMPUcirr. 



• •••^M*«« 



O ! MEEK fimplicity 1 thy angel face ! 

Thy decent flep, thy foft enchanting fmile, 
Soul-beaming eye, and unaffe£led grace, 

Thy fpotle& mind, devoid of mean-l)orn guile. 
Delights the mufe : lead to thy hennit cell 

Fair nymph! the dafied-path we*ll meekly rove, 
There nature woo, crop the fweet bluc-bell. 

Sport in fancy's train, and make the ftock-dove 
Wail her murder'd mate ; lead to the fold 

The bleating lamb— cull from the bloflbm'd vale. 
Sweet flow'rs to deck the fwains that heed'fi not gold, 

And fing our wild-notes to the lift'ning gale. 
O lead fair nymph ! lead to thy hermit cell, 

With tAeeJh^licity did even dwell. 

E2 
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(Storied) SONNET 

XXV. 



THE PEASANT TRAVELLER. 



•••ig»t**« 



WEARY along the ttacklefs pUin }at bit^ 
While the peile moon<4>eBm fiiedt a MAj nry^ 
That fcarcely lights him 6*er thfe ragged yny 

Nor hofpftable cdt, nor curling fihoke he fpies. 

No comfort rfiar, all dreary and forlorn 
Sadly he tvluiderl do — ^MXz Q)e£bal dgbs 
Swell on thfe hreez^, 6t fitt before his eyes 

Fantaftic fonhs bf flipeffiition born. 

Shudd'nng he ftart« affrighted and difhiay'ds, 
Acirofs the plalri he cafts t vacant ^r6, 
When lo! the merry bells fxhite his csfrj 

The notes fwcll iw^etly d'er the diftaht glade J 

And guide hite to hishumWe IcJw tttf^^ 

Of labour, innoce?ncc, and healthy the feait. 



■ 



SONMKTSi ^f 



SOHNET 
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WHEN efft ibe floVfS ^gbmm *guk to bl^oti^ 

To deck a Imttd (Mite^a Ulow'a tonibi 

The firft, the tefdft €t^ i^ttif k>te« 
With angel ii6in« tid pitjF^aniii^ tye 

She twinM ikc dtoopiiig floW*ittsfOMil«iy htoili 
Pluck thefe fkt cHe^ they'll lUK ^ itader i^ 

Whilft o'er ptetie %»ii<kyw peHfiveHdMi. 
Pleas'd I attended wliik die fair iqriDph Anog^ 

My wiUklg mitfe iR'er MeiM lit her ftaiM^ 
But toachM her \yit$ ntdboi^A wky kUtt*A tef^« 

And raptured hsdPd htr fiOer muTe^ tfua i 
Ah ! check prtfiilBpiUdus maid thy dating fli^ ! 
Nor hope to ffi!k toe's CEdrtating height I 
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SCENES of my early youth, bclov*d, revci'd. 

Where oft in frolic childhood's days I fung, 
Cuird the fweet-bloflbms nature's (elf had rear'd, 

That o'er fair Ifea's lucid hoTom hung. 
Or wand'ring o'er the flow'r hefprinkl'd plain. 

Heard the lov'd carol of the linnet's lay, 
And innocent as fie join'd in the matin (bain, 

That echo'd from the gently waving fpray. 
Ahl fcenes to memory dear! And hail 

The donUi where oft with pure devotion fir'd, 
I (igh'dfor death to lift the aweful veil, 

With feuth— -with hope — ^with confidence infpir'd, 
I pray'd to view the faints bright bleft abode. 
To leave moitalic joys, and dwell with God! 
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ELEGY 



ON THE DEATH OF MISS STRONG.* 



• • %yg^^» • • 



(written on the first of NOVEMBER.) 



. t.^^^. .. 



"Like morning dews ihe fparkrd, was exhaled, 
"And went— to Heaven.'*— 



.1 ». ^y n 



NOVEMBER! dreary month ! again thou com*ft 
)eep clad in fable clouds and chilling firoft; 
Tit emblems of the mournful tale thou telPft: 
'or on this day, this woe-fraught haplefs day 
^y s I ste R died! fhe whom my fpirit lov'd 
* han health, or youth, or fortune, better far. 
Pure and unfpotted as the new-fall'n fnow 
Each female grace was centr'd in her form ; 

F 
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Her brcafi with every gentle wtoe gloVd. 

HcavVs 'habitants beheld thk blooming flow'r. 

And Wd her hence; they beckon'd, and Ihe fled 

To join her parents in the realms of blifs. 

And left me weeping o'er her wafling clay, 

In wild defpair, and fpeechlefs agony. 

With eye* faA ftreamiag» wad a foul depieft'd ; 

Till bright-ey'd faith beamed comfort on my mind, 

And bade me dry my tears — bade me no more 

Repine or murmur at the will of heav'n. 

Know, cried the seraph, GOD, who calPd her hence. 

Can never err. In life lurks many an ill 

Uhfeen bf morta! eye: lo! fav'd from thefe, 

J blooming angtt^ now fhe (ban above. 



1 
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ELEGY 

II. 



ONTHE SAME.» 



•••t^^*** 



ADIEU fweet m^d, a long, a lad farewel ! 

Fain would the mufe thy matchlefs virtues tell. 

Proclaim thy merit, fpeak thy heart Gncere, 

And drop affefUon's confecrated tear : 

Such tears my Mary ne^er ihall ceafe to flow, 

Whilft I remain in this dark vale helow ; 

Ne'er my lov'd girl (while mem'ry holds her feat , 

While life is giv'n and reafon fhines complete,) 

Shall I foiget thee, Mary, lovely maid. 

Who now within the darkfome tomb art laid. 

Her body to the noifome worm is giv*n. 

Her foul now foars fublime, and wings its flight to heav'n. 

Then ceafe, Eliza! ccafe thy trembling fyre. 

Thy fifter mingles with th' angelic chcnr ; 
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Attunes her praifes to the God above, 

AGodofTRUTH, INFINITUDE, and LOVE. 

To him all praife, all glory, now be giv'n. 
Extol HIM men on earth, and faints in heav'n ; 
And when the folemn hour draws nigh. 
When leaving earth my foul (hall mount the (ky, 
Thenjhall we wert— and on us joys attend, 
Unfading joys which never know an end ! 
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ELEGY 



III.* 



...«^^.«* 



WHILE foft remembrance o'er a lifter's tomb, 
Laments the change, and weeps fweet Mary's doom ; 
A mothers Jhtide firft claimM my tendereft lays* 
Once the fond guardian of my infant days. 
StretchM on the bed of death I faw her licj 
Beheld the trickling tear, the heart-felt iigh. 
O ! heav'n ! what anguifli rack* d my tortur'd breafi ; 
Depriv'd of her, with dire-fraught woe oppreft, 
Frantic I wept with uplift hands implor'd! 
In midft offorrow ftem, mv God adoi'd. — 
My Gfter wept ! and heav'd the deep-drawn figh ; 
But not one tear fell from my burning eye. 
Deep funk the fudden, fatal, deadly blow; 
Nor more of joy, or peace I thought to know. 
Bright faint ! (my fifter cried) thou now art bleft). 
Thy pains all o'er^ thy woes all lull'd to reft. 
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Mild, gentle, patient thro' her woe-fraught life ; 

ft 

The tendered mother, and the trued wife. 

Bow'd down with forrows, yet (he ki(s*d the rod» 

And patientlyyif^ti^^i to her Godl 

My G(kr iUll wai fpar'd, how fhort her (by 1 

The lovely girl was quickly (iiatch'd away. 

Relentleis death ! to rob me of my iio T H e Rt 

My FATHER, siST£R»andmy nuchlov'd brother! 

Ahl why tear from me all I held mod dear? 

Why kavc not one to wipe the falling tear? 

Had heav'n in pity fpur'd thee lovely maid! 

Who late within the filent tomb was laid ; 

With cahn content my life had pafs'd with thee; 

But now there's nought but dark defpair for me* 

Defpair! — alas!— but fee, what form appears 1 

She corner to (both my woes, to diffipate my fears : 

Celedial reafonl clad in azuie ved» 

Approach'd, and thus^ her words addieft : 
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Shoit-iighted maid, ah ! weep for them no more, 
'WhoYe woes are pad, whofe (bnows all are o'er ; 
Submit to Godl on him depend for might; 
And know, vain girl ** whatever is, is right !" 



im 
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ELEGY 



IV.* 



ON THE DEATH OF MISS CRESWELL. 



• ••«^^M.« 



«* Cropt like a rofe, bcFore 'tis fully blown, 
«* Or half its fweets difclosM." 



•••%^^.*. 



HARK ! harkl ye &ir ! flow tpUs the knell of death. 

The lovely Ann hath yielded up her breath; 

Her pains are o'er, her gentle fpirit's fled, 

Her body's number'd with the filent dead. 

The grmily tyrant, with unerring dart, 

Hath pierc'd her young, her good, her gen'rous heart, 

Cou'd not thy beauty, or thy virtue fave ? 

And muft thou crumble in an early grave ? » 

Ah I yes ; too fure fix'd thy lamented doom ; 

Not angels now can fnatch thee from the tomb. 



«-«i 
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Ah ! weep ye youths ! ^bl heave the figh fincere ; 

Ye gentle maids, let fall thd I)itymg tear : 

Mourn o*er the turf! mourn o*er the mould'nng clay ! 

The beauteous Ann to death now lies a prey* 

Fly from this hallowM fpot, each wretch prophaoe, 

Nor dare approath this confecrated fane. 

Her heart was kind, her temper gentle, mild. 

Free from deceit— ^«c«-iVyi fair child. 

A duteous daughter, and a lifter kind ; 

Each virtue bright adornM her youthful mind» 

Farewell, fweet maid ! adieu my earlieft friend ! 

Angelic joys On thy pure foul attend. 

"With thee my Ann the bittemefs is paft ; 

Yes, the udalterable i/iV is cafi : 

An angel, now thou tun^ft feraphic drains^ 

Sing'ft halMujah on the heavenly plains, 

Bright as yon glitt'ring flar, thou Ihin'ft divine. 

To view thy God ; thy Saviour now is thine.— 
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Ceafe, Harriet dear! ah ! ceafe thy melting grie( 
Thy fighs, fweet girl, can bring thee no relief: 
Thy angel Oder now foars high in heaven; 
To her unutterable blifs is giv'n. 
Then why lament? ah ! let us dry our tears. 
And banifii from our hearts thofe idle fears. 
Mark! the bright fun decline at clofe of day, 
His lingering beams then cad a golden ray ; 
Beauteous he looks, when finking in the weft; 
Clouds, to his glory only add a zeft: 
All hearts would grieve, did not a hope remain. 
To fee his fplendid orb bright rife again. 
At the laft day, thofe friends, now gone before, 
Shall meet again — ftiall meet — to part no more. 
The trump (hall found, the dead (hall all arife; 
The exulting happy pierce the azure flues. 
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^.V A LOCK OF MISS CRESWELVs HAIR GIVEN 
AFTER HER DEATH* 



DEAR precious relic I of my angel friend ! 

For whom fo oft I heave aiFe6lion's Cgh ! 
For whom, 01 early lojl! my lays afcend, 

While friendfliip's facred tear bedews mine eye. 
Dear precious relic ! of my angel friend! 

Nor time, nor accident, (hall e'er us part; 
With Marys Aair, my Anna, thine I'll blend, 

Whofe image lives forever in my heart. 
When melancholy chills me with defpair. 

And (ad on frail mortality I mufe; 
To thefe will I with throbbing heart repair. 

And geip thefe locks with pity's fofteft dews. 
Soon FaitA, with eagle-eye, (hall pierce the gloom. 

And quickly da{h the fel(ilh tear away; 
No more I'll mourn a friend orjiftefs doomj 

For lo! they sparkle in eternal day! 
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ELEGY 

V. 



ELEGIAC LINES 
ON THE DEATH OF MISS HARRIET CRESSWELL. 



• ••M^«< 



MEEK child of truth! my gentle fnend adieu t 

Earth's fiieltering bofoxn veils thy lov'ly form ; 
With tear gem*d-cye, the halloi/d turf I view. 

Nor heed the whiftliDg of the hollow ftonn. 
Ah ! what avails this felfiih fond regret, 

Thefe fighs of anguifli, and thefe looks of woe. 
My lovMy Harriet's mortal fun is fet, 

Her peerlefs beauty dim*d, her clay laid low. 
Was not her fpirit gentle and ferene ? 

Mild as the genial air of balmy fpring ? 
Her mind intelligent, her face, her mien, 

More than my feeble mufe can ever (ing ? 
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Yet (hall not he, v'ho bade thofe beauties bloom, 

Nip their fweet biofToms with the blaft of death! 
Shall HE not fink her to an early tomb? 

And when HE will lecalTHE vapour breath? 
Dread pow'r to thy behefi I meekly bendl 

The mandate's hard, yet dare I not repine ', 
Harriet, adieu! adieu my lovlieft friend! 

Thee, to thy god fubmiffive I refign: 
Go! gentk fprite! go! claim thy natal iky. 

And with thy angel jyter* minifier on high! t 

* Both (ifters died of confumptlons. 



4^ ELEGIES. 



TO THE REVEREND N £ N £ .« 



Hail ! gratitude ; hail nymph of heav'nly mien \ 

Welcome, thrice welcome to my woe-worn breaft 

Is thy &ir image ! Ah ! how unequal 

Are the langind forms of labour'd fpeech to 

Paint the varied feelings of the foul. 

My fpirit trembles with refin*d delight, 

And fain would thank thee N E, thee, in whofe 

Manly foul mild pity waves her filv'ry 

Wand, and bids thee cheer the lonely widow,^ 

Cahn the poor orphan's finking heart, and point 

Her hopes to thofe kind regions where the wretched 

Reft from their forrows, and enjoy repofe. 

N £, forgive the wild-ton'd warblings of 

* This poem was written without any attention to the rules of 
profody— an extempcraneous prcduflion nddrcfled to the mcft 
benevolent of friends— a gentleman, a fcholar^ anJ an univerfil 
philanthrophift \-^Note hy the author^ 
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My niftlc mufe, and gently lift while (he 
Sighs forth paft fcenes of foulrdiftraftng woe, 
Or paints poetic vifion ! — 
Come fain-foul'd memory, unfold thy treafur'd 
Page; give me, bright maid, to ken afrefh, thofc ' 
Hours of pain, when erft misfortune fpread her 
Raven wings around our cheerful hornet and 
Screamed with terror-ftriking voice, death ! death 1 
Ah ! what wafting form ftands yonder ftiiv'ring, 
Pale, and meagre? — Alas! it is my mother I 
Liuen, O! liftcn! 'tis her ftirilly cough. 
Pier trembling worn-out voice, thofe (ilVer-tones 
That once fpoke tranfport to mv infant mind. 
And tun'd my foul to peace. See how flie beckons 
Towards yon yaTArnIng — new-made grave, nor heeds 
My tender plainings. — Ah ! what means that 
Rubic-hue that decks her pallid cheek? 'Tis 

Hope's mild glow — lo ! N e, friend of her carlieft da^'s, 

Supports her finking frame, and chdfs her 
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Fleeting foul I — O I— 'tit ^^'-^ejkeps in peace! 
Yon ftar-wreaih'd fcraph convoys her to bli(s! 
And now a fair and fragile form, (o'er which 
Confumption waves his ling'ring fey the) languid, 
Weak, helplefs, feint^ employs my ceafelefs 
l>Mid'reftcarel O) Itoculdfave thee, Mary, 
But it will not be ; initiate death ftrikes 
Deep the fatal blow— her fpirit trembling, flees : 
Hail! gentle (hade! nay, do not hafte away, 
Stay, my angelic fifter ! touch fweetly 
Thy celeftial harp, and let Eliza 
Catch its thrilling tones, our grateful hymns may 
Soar to heav'n's et«ma] King, (who kens 
E'en me} and draw down facred joys on 

N b's head. — ^The beaoteous angel fmilcs. 

And heaven-ward fprcads her azure wings. 
Not the bright ruddy tints of fummer mom. 
Not purple autumn's evening (ky can boaft 
Such charms as clearityed charity. When yon 
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Bright orbs {hall ceafe to (hine, and th' angelic 
Choir hovers around our great Redeemer's 
Sacred throne — then N — -E, then fiiall thou have 
Thy juft reward — for his unerring word 

Hath faid ! 

* Ye who have fed my little ones, and cloath'd 

The naked woe-drench'd ftranger, or only giv'n^ 

A cup of water in my name, did it 

Unto me, thtir Father univerfal: 

Come then ye bleft, enjoy the radiant feats 

Prepared in heaven ! 



* Matt. chap. xxiv. 
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ELEGY 

VI. 



ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY* 



• ••^^^•« • 



MARK yc gay nymphs, yon fable train 

That winds along the dale, 
Lift to the forrow-bicathing ftrain 

Borne on the lucid gale: 
It (ighs fair Sarah^s early fate, 

It bids ye — learn to die! 
Ah ! feek bright virtue e'er too late, 

Eternity is nigh. 
Sarah, the lov*lieft of the fair. 

Mild as the op'ning day, 
Whofe eye oft (hone with pity's tear, 

Now refts on bed of clay* 
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(The lilly droops its filv'ry creft, 

ChillM by the ftorm's rude breath. 
And anguiih writhing in her breaft, , 

Pointed the Ihaft of death.) 
Silent, is now, that dulcet tongue, 

That erft was wont to cheer; 
And charm the jocund youthful throng, 

Or claim the feeling tear. 
Clos'd are thofe orbs that (boat ferene; 

Blanch'd are the rofe's bloom ; 
No more we view her graceful mien. 

Now (hrin'd in yonder tomb. 
Yet ceafe my mufe! give o'er thy plaint, 

Why mourn fair Sarah's death I 
The lovely maiden you lament 

Hath gain'd an heav'nly birth» 



H2 



^4 Zl^G^l^S' 

ELEGY 

VII. 



ON THE DEA TH OF MY BROTHER.* 



t»^.^\»mm 



CROPT in the bloom of youth J toehold he lies! 
Fafi dos'd in death, Jiis once expreiflive eyes. 
My George, thou deareft, «nuch-lov*d youth, adieu'! 
Ne'er is thy filler doom'd 4hy form ,to view. 
Thy pleafing accents ne'er will .charm htr car; 
No more thy hand wipe off the ^Hi^ig tear ; 
No more confole thy widow'd motber^s •heait; 
Thy duteous words no more a joy impart; 
No more dlreft her hopes to happier .days; ' 
And fond expeftant youth point out the ways. 
Alas! on India's fhores he ne'er will tread, 
For, O I my George is mingl'd with the dead. 
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Heart-piercing thought ! yet» {hfiU I dare repine ? 
No, gracious heaven, the woirk xt^as only thine ! 
To thee I yield, do thou appeafe my foul, 
And each repining anxious thought controul. 
Come, bright religion! come, thou heay'nly makl, 
Dwell in my hQ«LFt, O ! lend thy foothlng -aidy 
'Till death fliall -Ciatch my foul from cumbrous olay» 
-And waft it fwift to fcenes of endlels day. 
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VIII.* 



INCONSTANT goddefs! happlnefsl Ol why 

So fwift run horn me ? wik thou never deign 

To fojoum here, and this defponding heart 

With thy all-animating prefence cheer ? 

Why (when I fondly fancy thou art mine ; 

When jocund pleafure fits upon my lip ; 

And on my cheek glows fprightly innocence 

When ev'ry fcene a joyous afped wean) 

Do chilling damps of poverty afTail ? 

Or death's relentlefs fcythe mow down my friends. 

And dim my foul with dark affli6^ion ? 

Thus I compIainM: when from a (ilver cloud,. 

That girt th' horizon, flepp'd an angel-form, 

Arrayed in flowing robes of pureft white ; 

His head a fparkling crown of light adom'd; 
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His (boulders fhone with many coloured wings 

That filled with balmy fragrance all the air« 

Bright as the moon's unclouded orb ; his face 

Diffufed around incomparable beams, 

Whofe lufbe fpake him mcfTenger firom heav'n, 

Majeftic moving with feraphic voice 

He faid : 

Why hope on earth what dwells alone in heav'n, 

Can happinefs with mortal frailty day ; 

A (late of trial this, and not of joy. 

Where woes lies fcatterM by th' Almighty power 

To wean thee from thofe fafcinating fins 

That to the world the forms of pleafure wear. 

What if thy friends are feized in death's cold griper 

Their bodies only moulder — high rewards 

For ills here fuffer'd meet their fouls in heav'n. 

Mourn not that poverty is thine — but know 

The Father of the univcrfe fiill oft 

AfiUds the good — and chailens whom he loves ! 
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IX. 



ON THE DEATH OF MRS. B- 



\ 
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HARK! with portentous found the decp-ton'd bell 

Proclaims the death of one beloved well; 

See the fad moumen weeping o'er her bier*, 

And drop the kind, the fympalhetic tear. 

She's gone ! the dreaded hour is paft, 

Angels attended when (he breathM her hft. 

Religion, foQtcc of ev'ry hean-fek joy, 

Pointed to pleafures which" can never <Jloy, 

CheerM her laflrgafp, fmooth'd the ftern-bfow bf death, 

And taught with'mcicknels to rtfign her breath. 

Then wherefore weep, the fthiggling parig is o*er ; 

Ah ! dry your tears, lament for her no more. 
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All earth-bom cares forget^ (he's now at reft; 
No racking pains now teaf her worthy breaft. 
Her foul is wafted to the realms of light, 
Clad in angelic robes (he ihines mod bright. 
Will you, my AN>f, friend of my youthful days, 
Awhile, ah! liften to my artlefs lays? 
Let refignation cheer your drooping heart, 
Tho* hard the pang, tho' terrible to part ; 
Yet know 'tis God in{li£ls the dreadful woe. 
Nor aught can now avert the mighty blow. 
May patience mild angelic maid defcend. 
From black defpair your worthy breaft defend; 
Be calm, my friend, you are not left alone, 
A tender much-lov'd mother's death to moumi 
You've brothers, fifters— fiill a parent kind; 
Ah ! may his precepts fink into your mind ; 
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To htm each fond» each kbd attention pay. 
Be your's to footh his grie& the live-long day; 
Revere his virtues— ever duteous be, 
And heaven's high benedi£Uon wait on thee. 



■ 
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ELEGY 



ON THE DEATHS 

OF 

MARIA AND SARAH AMELIA STRONG, 

THE midnight breeze (ighs hollow thro* the glade. 

And wearied satare's wrapt in foft repofe; 
Pale melancholy courts the gloomy ihade, 

And piteous tells her tale of many woes. 
Now let the mule her folemn (btion feek^ 

On yon fiill'n ruin, defolate and drear, 
In facred fong, with refignation meek, 

Breathe her fad numbers to the humid air; 
'* Chaunt the flow requiem" o'er the new-turn'^d mound, 
And ftrew with cyprefs wreaths this confecrated ground. 
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O! death! infatiate monfterl mortals dread, 

Why drink the heart's blood of the young and gay ; 
Why come in cunning 'guife with filent tread 

To crop thoTe maids — fweet as the vernal day: 
Delicious beauty! evanefcent flow'r, 

How foon thy envied glories fade away; 
The grave's chill region all thy charms o'er pow*r, 

Mingling thy lovely form with common clay : 
While thou, thrice hallow'd virtue, ftands 

confcft, 
Unaw'd by death's ftern fiown for cVer bkfti 
Chafte as the lilly — gay as the vdrmcil rofc, 

Light as the rein^deer, fprightly as the fawn ; 
The lov'ly sisters every charm fliftlofc! 

Pure as the filver tints of early dawn. 
AUur'd by pleafure's bland enchanting call, 

They fought the maly, gay> fantadic train; 
Smil'd at the contert — gracM the feftive bdll, 

Their young hearts throbbing to the Jtuneful ftraih, 
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While inhocence was theii^A-^^iid fportive mirthi 
And filial tetiddnefs, tind innate worth. 
Maria! Emily! lamented nymphs 1 

Who lately blooih'd in all the pride of youths 
Fair as the Hoiiti'^^-elegatit as fyiphs, 

Matchlefs in beaUty, innocence, and truth. 
Where are your charms ? in death's dark chambers laid. 

Cold as the turf that pillows your remains ; 
Pale as the marble vafe or twilight's ihade, 

Expos'd to howling winds, and drenching rains : 
Dim'd is the radiant luftre of thofe eyes, 
SealM with the sleep of death their peerlels beauty 

lies. 
Yet round their urn fpring's earlieft fweets ihall bloom, 

(O ! much beloved, O ! much regretted twain) 
And pious memory, loit'ring near their tomb, 

Pour the fad death-fong's forrow-breathing drain. 
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What, tho' no trophied faonouis round them ihine» 
Love's HOLY T£AR {hall gem the turfy fod. 

Maternal tendeme& figh o'er their (hriney 
And refignation pcnnt our hopes to God ! 

To innocence like their's ecftatic bli(s is given^ 

Virtues unerring Jure reward is heaven* 
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XI. 



ON THE DEATH OP W, BECKFORD, ESQ. 

AUTHOR OF THE HISTORY OF JAMAICA. 



.••«^>«.. 



HIM whom the mufes Md^ and inan revered; 

Who knew with {kilful hand to toach the lyre, 
Whofe claffic-page, on trutk^s firm bafis rear's, 

Breathes the pure ardour of poetic fire 1 
Him, o'er whofe moral lay, I've raptufd hung, 

Whilft thrilling melody awoke xyy fong: 
Whofe worth, in woodnotes-wild, I boldly fung, 

Whofe fong could aye my piercing woes controul. 
Of him IJing : nor fcom my fimple ftrain, 

Ye whom the noble heights of fcience tread ; 
The voice which echos from the lowly plain. 

May raife a tribute to the illuRrious dead. 
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Let learning rear on high her haughty creff. 

And boaft the treafiues of fcholaftic lore ; 
Tho* learning ne'er illuin'd my chccrlefs breafi, 

Nor e'er to m$ difplay'd her precious (bre ; 
Yet, Bcckford! o'er thy honour'd tomb I'll iveep, 

(Thy worth, thy genius, claims a facred tear) 
Mourn round the fpot where " thy blefi relics fleep," 

Wkik loftier poets conficraU $fy Her. 
And oft at blufliing moroi and dewy-eve. 

As thro' the woodland glada I penTive rove, , 
In plaintive tones thy matchle(s drains I'll breathe. 

Sad as the murm'rii^ breoe that whirrs thro' the grov 
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TO FRIENDSmf'. 
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SACRED n)rmphl Enchanting qortn^ 
Long I've woo'd thy look ferene; 
Oft have tun'd my dulcet (hell. 
To lure thy facinatiog (pell» 
Sought thee in the peaceful dale, 
When evening breadies her thymy gak ; 
Or climf>'d the mountain's ciaggy hei^t 
To ken thee, hit celeftial fprite. 
When fportive fancy in mine ear 
Whifper'd, lo ! the nymph is near, 
I hop'd to view thy face divine. 
To mark, ths^ every feature fiitne 
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The foul Jincere—Jeraphic truths 

Bland pity s tear — fternal youth* 

But, ah ! the form that met my fight, 

(In memory's eye I fee the wight) 

With dazzling heauty chann'd awhile^ 

And cheer'd me with her fyren fmile. 

But when gaunt woe's terrific doom 

Spread around chaotic gloom ; 

Bade the fpirits of difeafe 

Drink my heart*s blood, wound my peace ; 

And fcowling grief, with baleful (angs 

Writhe my foiil with venom'd pangs ; 

Then fwiftly fled the magic fair, 

And fmiling left me to defpair ! 

O ! come fair friendfhip, foul elating pow'r ! 

Thou lov*(l to calm affliction's sombre hour, 
'Tis thou who feek'ft the widow's cot, 
Where fad flie wails her cheerlefs lot, 

Breathes to the lift'ning. winds her melting plaint, 
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While hollovr rocks alone return the wild lament ! 
Till thou, fair heav'n directed maid 
Pours balm into thofe wounds infatiate death hath made. 
O ! firiendfliip come 1 difpel each rifing Ggh, 
Comfort fhall gild my foul when thou art nigh. 

And fee obedient to my prayers 

The nymph's celeftial form appears ; 

'Neath her feet blue violets fpring» 

Thro' the air their odours fling; 

Light flie treads the flow'r deck'd ground, 

DilRifing happinefs afound. 

Mortals hail the heav'nly fair» 

Bend the knee, and raife the piay'r : 
Sweep, fweep feraphic mufe, thy golden lyre. 
With po'fy's thrilling tones my foul tnfpire ; 
And as I rove .thefe rofeate flow'rs among, 
O ! deign to confecrate my fimple fong. 



72 6D£S. 

ODE 

II. 



SHRILL blows the blajftof vpar:— tke eannens* roar 
In fullen murmurs echo from ikt flioie : 
CrimfonM with human blMc^ th^ empurpled tide. 
Rolls its flow murky wave in awful pride. 
The fliriek of wee— -the agomnng fmarty 
The life-diflblving figh that rends the heart 
Englooms creation :— -Hoiior waves 1m wand 
And frowns tremendous 'midft the naval band : 
Death rides triumphaoit o'er the *turbcd main, 
And banquets fierce on heaps of mortals (Iain. 
Yet, thro* the hoftile ranks Britannia*s boafi, 

Brave Duncan, Trollop, hurl their miffivc fire, 
Aflail bold Dutchmen near their fea-lav'd coaft, 

And bid each Britiih youth to fame afpire. 
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Death— war — nor cimage can ikcit fouls appal, 
Fir'd with diis hallo w'o tuovght— *TiisiR 

country's W£AL. 

Yet when the chie& "fee aaoy a mortal faU^ 
And hear them hreathe to heav'fi a lafi apftealt 

Mark them entomh-d benea^ a ma^ wave, 

In death^s attire plunged in a watery grave.; 

Thofe warlike heroes— enemies to &ar, 
Who ftemm'd the battle's tenor wiib a fmile, 

Drop o'er the fall'n a con&crated tear^ 
For angel pity fill their hearts awhile* 

Mercy to bravery is near allied, 

Tis Britain's darling theme— ^er boast, her pride. 

Think we not heav'n injusTiCE has decreed. 

The vtrtaous fufferer a glorious meed ? 

Lo! firom its battlements a feraph train, 

Sooth many a parting -Tprite with rapt'rous fiiain. 

Iiifpire their fouls with fortitude fublime, 

To bear the pang of death— "to leap the ^ph of t im £ ! 
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But, ah ! methinks ! ('tis nature ftrikes the lyre) 

I hear the orphans (hriek— -the widows groan ; 
Of 'venom'd woe fee families expire, 

I mark the fcalding tear— the troub'lous moan. 
See wild defpair with frenzy rolling eye. 

And fliiv'ring povertyi wan haggard wight, 
And fcom, and fad oppreflion vaunting high, 

To wrap yon forrowing tribe, in grief's chill night. 
But, hark! 
Seraphic chantings float along the air, 

Bland pity's form, from yonder fleecy cloud 
Breaks on my dazzled view :— while angels fair 

Circling the goddefs in a luftrous croud 
Exulting wait to hear her high beheft 
While aweftruck mortals kneel before the heav'nly gueft. 
Go ! ye angelic hoft, the feraph cries, 

To Britain hafle and aid the moumei^s pray'r, 
Comfort the fouls, which mifery allies. 

Check the big figh — arreft the falling tear : 



Britannia's generous (bn$ will cheer the group, 
Nor let the widow fink — the orphan droop j 

While THEY infpired with energy divine^ 
Shall bid defponding care no more intrude, 

Around their hearts fweet memory (hall twine, 
The amaranthine wreath of gratitude ! 
For you, ye noble patrons of this night, 

Whofe bofoms, fraught with facred pity's glow, 
Fling from the torch of charity, the bright. 

The lambent flame that diflipates pale woe. 
When widows, orphans, mothers, fifters — pour 

The mingled pray'r to heav'n's eternal King, 
In devious warb'ling breathe their pious lore, 

Sweet as the hymns adoring angels fing; 
Attendant bleifings wait upon their fong. 
To crown with joy and peace— this charitable throng. 
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Say, is there aught fuch rapture can impart 
As the fweet tranfports of a feeling heart ? 
Oft to the world have gen'rous Britons prov'd, 
The higheft luxry is— doing good ! 
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III. 



ON THE VICTORY OBTAINED BY LORD NELSON. 
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HARK 'tis the Ihout of vifl'iy meets mine ear, 

Again it floats upon the ambient air. 

While Britain's Tons exulting at the found. 

Pour the ecfiatic fong of tranfport round. 

Entwine a ctvtc wreath for Neljoifs Head', 

The Aonour^df envied^ peerlefs meed 

OJ valour^ liberty^ and truth^ 

Charms that infpirit age, and fire tlie brcaft of youth. 

With virtue, tvorth, and genius fraught, 

YtomfreedonCs beamy Ihrine the holy flame they caught. 
Yet as the tones of triumph flow, 
Mcthinks I heaf the folemn voice of woe : 
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Sadly flic murmurs thro' the (hades of night; 
Shrinks firom the hymn of joy, nor heeds the cheerfl 
light. 
Within the lacerated hreaft of care ; 
Pour the rich cordial drop of fympathy^ 

Wipe from the mourner's cheek the forroM^g tear, 
And drive to footh with bland humanity, 
The blow — that robs the fmiling infaht of its (ire, 
Tears from the faithful Vfife 
The deareft bleflShg of her life^ 
And wild chaotic griefs — ^and trtfniMitig woes infpirt. 

Fairer than infant dayi 
When on the breaft of chaos firft it gksfn'd, 

A quiv'ring, foft, celeftial ray, * - 

That otr the unfbrm*d world a radiant (lueamM ; 
Bright as the dewy-eye of eve, 
From the green bofom of the ¥Aairt, 
A nymph appears of fbtm divine; 

A laurel crown her brows 'finlv'reath, 
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While virtue's hallow'd thoughts thro' every feature fhinc, 
Britannia hear her voice, mark her prophetic ftrain. 
O! cherifli liberty I nor haughty Gaul ; 

Nor defpot e'er (hall fway this ^voui'd ifle ; 
Nor fiend-like tyranny your fouls appal. 
Peace round the land her olive branch fhall veave, 

Illume the palace — on the cottage fmile; 
And fongs of virtuous joy and matchlefs blefGngs breathe. 
Plenty again fhall cheer the poor man's heart; 
Content and fmiling blifs their treafur'd charms impart. 
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ON THE RESTORA TION OF PEA CE. 



»«fc.^%... 



FLOATING adown yon fun-beam's luftrous linci 

A form feraphic meets my rapturM view. 
An Olive wreath her hcav'nly brows entwine, 

Siar'd with the opal-evcr varying hue. 
Her fapphire eye 

Mocks the diamond's piercing ray ; 
Her cheeks Aurora's rofeate tints out-vie, 

When dight in dew-gem'd robes fhe wooes the God of da 
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Thro* hcav'n's expanfc a filv'ry trumpet founds, 
Round Britain*s fea-^irt fliores the note rebounds : 
Strike, (Irike the lyre, 
Bid war terrific ceafe ! 
Let joy each patriotic bread infpirey 
And hail with loud acclaim the halloto^dfcrm of P tact I 
Commerce, who long within her golden cell, 
(Hewn in a Promontory's fide, 

Whofe rocky bafe green furges lave ; 
Around its brow aquatic weeds, 

In wild fantafUc windings wave,) 
fiewail'd Britannia erft her darling child, 

Shudd'ring beheld the naval fight. 

Saw many ajpirit wing htr toondWousJlighu 
And heard bleak Boreas howl the feaman*8 melancholy knell : 
Roused by the cheering voice of Peace, 

Spring! {rom her folitary cave. 
Bids fqualid poverty her murmurs ceafe, 

Bids labour from dtfpair her hardy voi'rics favc. 
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Where crft exulting ^miif frown'd, 

O'er the nis*d cheek Aealtk throvfi a ruddy gletmt 

Each hrighten*d eye ecftatic tranfports beam. 
And hope» and fmlling frolic, fport around. 
The aged matron, views with glad fuffprilie, 

Her children lav'd hom dtfoiating tu£r; 
Enliv'nihg joy illumes her eyes, 

As fondly to her throbbing breaft, 
(While down her time-wom dieek wUd tApiunU Uau 

With facred feelings not to be fepreft, 
DiftlllM in pearly drops appear) 

She clafps the heroic youtsh retuniM £Kun hx^ 
RetumM, in focial joys fco pa&'hts ^, 
To clofe his paient's eyes, to Blefs ibis Iwvcely wife**— 
Prophetic vifion^-^vifioos of dcU^t, 
In fwift fucceffion chann the ^mental £§^: 
Truth, Reason, Libsrty, on Bntons ihinc, 
Each joy, each bleffing, human and 'divine. 



25aflaa^, ^c. 
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ELLA. 



(from " WHAT HAS BEEN.") 



•••^^^••* 



COLD blew the gale, dark was the night, 

When Ella, haplefs maid. 
O'er a bleak mountain's craggy height 

In wild diforder (Iray'd. 
And fad her plaintive numbers (igh*d. 

And brcath'd her fimple tale : — 
" Why was I not my Albert's bride, 

" The boaft of Arran vale. 
*' His brow, youth, love, and truth difclofe, 

'* Joy tun^d his dulcet ftrain ; 
** His cheeks were like the damalk rofe 

'* That blulhes on the plain* 

Mb 
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" But now, alas! he'i cold and deadi 

"He's funk to filcnt reft! 
*' Death*s pallid hoe his cheeks o*er fprcad ; 

" The turf lies on his bread ! 
" But foft \ behold his angel fliade f 

" He beckon's mc away !" 
Thus (igh'd the dymg, lovely n\aidy 

And fled to realms of day ! 
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ADDRESS TO PEACE. 



(from "what has been.'*) 



• tt«^^t** 



ANGEL of peace! from thy ftai'd feat on high, 

Enthron'd amidft the radiant fons of light, 
Hafie, on the rofy zephyr's bofom fly, 
• And on yon fuffering mortal's couch alight. 
Shed o'er her foul thy heav'n-confoling halm; 

Bid the wild tumult of her bofom ceafe; 
Bid the loud tempeft of her woe be calm. 

Or take her fpirit to thy realms, O Peace. 
For there dwells love, and joy, and pure delight; 

There fwiftly flee the rofeate hours away ; 
Spirits of heav'n mark not their rapid flight, 

Since all's one boundlefs, bright, eternal day. 



Gone are thofe days, forever fled. 

When pleafure wing'd the rcfeate hoon; 
When hope hy fportive fancy led 

Shed o*er my foul her magic poVrs. 
The early bud, the dew-gem*d flowV, 

The woodlark's wild melodious fong; 
Pale ev'ning's foft and tranquil hour, 

My foul difira£ls, my grie& prolong. 
A folemn gloom thofe fcenes pervade, 

That crft were wont delight to yield; 
For low beneath the turf is laid 

The &ixcft flow'r in beauty's field. 
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MAY MORNING* 



CREATION fmilcs around, ferene and gay! 
The feather'd choir falute the blooming May : 
The fields affume a variegated dye, 
And ftrike, with tranfport, th' enraptui'd eye ; 
The fimple primrofe, delicate of hue, 
Now droops beneath the pearly drops of dew; 
The humble daify, and the violet fweet, 
Spontaneous grow beneath my wand'ring ibet; 
Soft blows the breeze, mild is the azure (ky ; 
The lark attunes her matin notes on high, 
And charms my ear with her enchanting fong, 
Whilft o'er the fragrant mead I trip along.— 
I view each opening bud, each blooming flow'r. 
And wonder at the great creative pow'r. — 
Around I turn mine e'er delighted eye, 
And fix it on a calm, unclouded (ky. 



lft*A^., r'-rr*".,..' 
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PRi^yv^BPJL . 



How fine this profped^ ci^cerfu) and ferene, 
This varied landfcape, this delightful fcene ! 
*Xis thou, O God, has fonn*d the beaut'ous whole, 
And given reajhn to the human foul! 
Accept, Oh i then, the oraifons I raife. 
Of unfeign'd gratitude, of fervent praife : 
To thee each mom my earlieft vows I'll pay, 
And beg a blefling to the new-bom day. 
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BENEATH THE AGED OAK.* 



4 



BENEATH yon aged oak's romantic fliadc, 
(For firiendfliipy love, and contemplation made ; 
Where the green mofs-grown feat, by nature dreft. 
Invites my weaned limbs awhile to reft,) 
Calm let me fit, and mufc on Nature's God, 
Who deigns to view me from his bleft abode. 
O ! Thou, omnipotent ! Thou good fupreme ! 
Thou lord of heav'n and earth ! thcfe tears that ftream 
From a fuppliant maiden's weeping eyes—* 

And, O my God ! do not that maid defpife. 

Bereft of parents, brother, fifter — a//; 

God of the f&therlefs t on thee I call ! 

O ! hear my fervent pray'r, direft my heart; 

A ray of thy all-cheering grace impart : 

Oh! guide my fteps, inftru£l my early youth. 

To live in innocence, and find thy truth ) 

N 
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Teach me with tnilckiels to (hy vr'iW to bend, 
Whatc'er it be, to whatfoc'er it tend. 
Let not a murmur e'er efcape my bread ; 
Let not ambition c*er invade my reft : 
May mild contentment grace my little cot ; 
ril fmile at wealth, and blels my happy lot. 
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THE BEGGAR.* 



MARK yon old man, with angoifh fore oppreft, 

With humble voice your charity implore ; 
Let gentle pity melt your manly bread, 

Nor fee him linger, (hiv'ring at your door. 
Haply, in affluence e'en he was bred ; 

By fortune favour'd, and by friends carefsM, 
(Nor thought he e'er fliould beg his fcanty bread,) 

With ev'ry joy, with ev'ry comfort blefi. 
Will ye not lift ? clofe ye the folding door ? 
No longer there my good old friend implore. — 
Accept the little mite, the trifling aid. 

An orphan offers to aSbrd. relief; 
Vm but a poor, ill-fated,, haplcfs maid. 

Deeply acquainted with affliftive grief. 

N2 
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Ah I could I comfort thy declining years. 

And cheer the rugged path of black defpair I 
Sooth the flow, weary hours of life's laft ftage, 

And diilipate each pale corroding care. 
But vain that wi(h ! poor, good old man, adieu ! 
Full oft, a figh I'll heave, and think on you : 
And ah ! may fome benignant angel (hield. 
Relieve your wants, and ev'ry blefling yield ! 
When death has clos'd your weary, tearful eyes, 
And on the bier your clay-cold body lies, 
Swift may your fpirit wing its rapid flight 
To realms of endlefs blifs, and ever pure delight. 
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TO PEACE* 



SAY gentle peace ! where rather doll thou dwell ? 

In haughty cities, or in lowly dell ; 

In cot, or palace ? tell me foft-ey'd maid ; 

Fain o'er thy flow'ry path ray fieps would tr^d. 

Behold a maiden bending at thy^m^; 

O ! cheer her bofom with a fmile divine ! 

But hark ! at length the beauteous goddefs fpeaks ; 

The blufh of innocence adorns her cheeks ; 

Her eyes bright beaming with celeftial fire. 

Proclaims religion as her heav*nly fire : 

And ah ! flie cries, if ever thou would*ft ftiarc 

My kindeft influence, my tendered care, 

Let virtue be thy aim ; with her I dwell, 

Alike in cities, and in peaceful dell : 
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Purfue her fteps, then thou Tvilt fore attain 

That hcav'nly manGon, free from grief or pain ! 

The godde(s ceasM. 

Sweet, lovely peace ! thy filver voice I hear ; 

It bieaki like fofteft mufic on my car : 

Thy wordb fhoot thiilling tranfport thio' my l»eafi» 

And footh my paffions into cahaieft reft. 

Yes, I'll obey thy voice, be virtue's child. 

Be kind, be aitlels, innocent and mild* 
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A WALK AT SUNSET ON THE EASTERN CUFFS 
0^ TIECNWUTH, DEVON* 






LOUD beats ib€ furge againft the craggy ihore ; 
And waves to waves fuccecd with folemn roar ! 
The fun, juft finking from my lingering view, 
Tips the high hills with many a beauteous hue. 
Ah ! what a profpcft meets my ravifli'd fight, 
And fills my fpirit with fublime delight ! 
The tow'ring cliffs with forms majefiic rife, 
And feem to greet the azure bending (kies. 
Beneath my feet the deep's wild waters lave 
Their rocky bafe with many a filver wave. 
The ftatcly veflel deck'd with naval pride, 
Dances with grandeur o*cr the fwelling tide ; 
Her waving ftreamers flutter in the wind, 
Swiftly fhe fails, and leaves the (hore behind. 
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Now pale-ey'd Cynthia mounts her filver car, 
And throws her heams of borrow'd light afar $ 
Trembling, behold them fport along the main. 
And add new graces to the charming fcene. 
Delighted, here I (land— delighted, paufe ;— 
Refle£l with rcv'rence on the great firjl tauftl 
Being omnipotent! thy boundle(s fway 
Extends o'er higheft heaven, o'er earth and Tea; 
Dire£b the worlds that roll beyond our ken, 
And much thy goodnels yields to (inful men. 
All praife, all adoration's due to thee. 
For all thy mercies may I grateful be ; 
Ne'er may my heart forget its gracious Lo r d, 
But bend fubmilfive to his awful word.-- 
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FUGITIVE.* 



— O-O"^ — 



AH ! vihzt avail my falling tears ; 

My piercing fighs are vain; 
Nor wild defpair, nor trembling fears, 

Can bring her bsck agiia ! 

Mary is fled ! the lovelieft maid ! 

Cold is her heart* and in the dark tomb laid. 

o 
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INVOCATION TO SLEEP.* 



COME, gentle fleep I and weigh my eye-lids down ; 

0*er my fad head extend thy friendly hand : 
In halmy (lumbers all my forrows drown, 

And wave, O mild tyt*d peace! thy olive wand. 

I^t no ill dreams moleft my foft repofe ; 

But sweetly eafy may I fink to reft : 
(On mortal grief foon may thefe eye-lids clofe ;) 

And peace unrivall'd triumph in my breaft. 
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LINES 



WRITTEN 



IN A PRAYER BOOK.* 



WITHIN this facred page, for peace I feek ! 

To calm the anguilh of my troubled breafi ; 
To wipe the tear from off my pallid cheek; 

To (lop my fighs, and footh my woes to reft : 
Hail ! hitreliguml hail I thou heavenly powV, 

Tis thou canft cheer a£Qi£Uon's dreary hour. 

O2 
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INSCRIPTION FOR A FAVOURITE SEAT.* 



■ I O -^ ^ ^mm^ 



SACRED to fricndfliip, and to love, 

Remain for ever here ; 
May no rude hand this feat remove ; 

BedewM with many a tear. 
'Twas here I fpent the focial hour, 

With her my heart approved; 
Here fpoke of generous firiendibi^'s pow'r, 

To the fwcet girl I lov'd. 
Mild as the gientk breath of fpringy 

Soft as the vernal dew ; 
Swiftly on timers light Iranfiem wio^ 

The pleafing momcots flew. 
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RESIGNATION.* 



BE calm, my foiil ! letuni onia thy reft ; 
Hu(hM be this tumult in itiy throbbing breaft ; 
Submit to heaven ! bend to its jufl defigny 
To ev'ry change endeavour to refign f 
For know ! that Go i> who fonn'd thee out of naught. 
Guided thy reafon, and infpir'd thy thought, 
Will flill proteft, and lead thro' life's dark way, 
To fccnes of cndlcfs blifs, and everlafting day. 
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TO SLANDER* 



AH! keen-tooth'd {lander, point thy (haft at me. 
Let all thy venomM wrath be pour'd, 
Wound deep my peace, and fully my white fame; 
But fpare m y fpare her facred duft, 

Nor with thy pois'nous breath profane her (hade. 
Ye angel minifiers who guard the dead. 
With ftrifteft care watch o'er her hallow'd urn, 
Nor let th* unholy feet of flander dare 
Approach the fpot where her bleft relic lie ',* 

* Thefe lines were written in the days of childhood on hearing 
the memory of one reviled whofe fine underftandrng, ihlning 
talents, meeknefs, affii^ions, and refignation, ought to have 
infured her the admiration evzn of her enxmiis. 
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ON VIEWING THE RUINS OF K ABBEV, 

DEVONSHIRE* 



HERE pale-eyed fuperftition held his reign, 

Ruling his vot'rieswith terrific fway; 
To midnight vigils wak'd the veftal train, 

Glooming the cherub reaforCs lucid ray. 
Methinks, e'en now, I view the narrow cell, 

The high-rais'd roof, and rudely-fculptur'd wall; 
In fancy's ear, now founds the ev'ning knell. 

The vefper hymn, and penfive nun's foot-fall. 
LiO ! thro' the long drawn cloiftei's chilly gloom, 

While the faint taper fcarcely marks the way, 
I fee a child of error feek the tomb 

Of martyr'd faint:— before his (hrlne to pay. 
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I hear the ardent vow, the trembling figh. 

View the uplifted bands, and fireozied gaze 
And hark! — yon fcreaming owlet flitting by 

Awoke my fenfes from th' unreal maze 
Of wand'ring thought.— And now the ruined pile 

O'er whofc rude form the ivy throws a veil, 
I penfive mark from the lorn church-yard ftile, 

And with the moral lay the ruin hail! 
Like this hWn pile my firame will foon decay, 
And mingle friendly with its native clay ! 
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DESCRIPTION 



OF 



A BEAUTIFUL INFANT. 



mmmmOm^f'^Q^ 



HER cheeks the bloom of health difclofei 
Her eyes the haie^Mfs gloffy hue; 

Her poutii^ lips the budding fofe, 
GemM with the radiant morning htie. 
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ELLEN AND EDWARD. 



• • (f,^^** 



** To-morrow fliall the traveller come i 
*^ He that faw tne in my beauty 
*< Shall come : His eyes will fearch the 
«♦ Fic!J, but they will not find me." 



OSSIAN'. 
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SLOW as I tread the devious woods amongy 
While thick'ning glooms enwrap creation round ; 

The lafi faint warble of the ihepherd's fong 
Trills in foft cadence o*er the dewy mound. 
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Now bufy mcm'iy conjures up the paft, 

A fleeting vifionaiy fcene appears; 
The forms I view — wild, trembling, and aghaft. 

The meagre phantoms of departed years. 
Behold yon ruined, defolated (pot, 

Where the rank hemlock waves its baleful leaves ; 
Twas once a peaceful, neat, and (imple cor, 

Though now its mould'ring walls the ivy wreaths. 
There dwelt a maid, &iras the infant day. 

The fweeteft bloflbm of yon little vale: 
To her each (hepherd tun'd his love-lorn lay, 

And hymn'd her praifes to the balmy gale. 
Beauteous flie was, and innocent, and gay, 

Nor form'd a wifli beyond her lowly fiate ; 
She rofe to gladnels with the morning ray, 

And funk to reft with confcious worth elate. 
Ne*er had (he known a parent's watchful care, 

Yet fondly cherifh'd by a faithful friend, 
She £t\t no wants, fhe dropp'd no bitter tear, 

Nor had with aught of forrow to contend. 
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Sweetly fecluded from the gaudy world* 

In calm retirement Ellen pad the day; 
No envious thoughts hy way-ward fimcy hurVd, 

'Venom'd content, or quench'd its genial ray. 
On the green margin of a filVry fiream, 

One eve as gentle Ellen penfive hied. 
To mark the wan moon's clear, tho' horrow'd beam, 

Dance in gay fparkleson the rippl'ing tide. 
Enchain'd by meditation's magic fpell, 

Her form impended o*er th' unrulB'd wave, 
When fuddcn from the fedgy bank iht fell. 

And fighing — funk into a lucid grave. 
It chancM, a noble youth, mild, generous, brave, 

As o^er the dew-deck*d field he thoughtful fixay'd, 
Beheld her light form cleave the luftious u'ave, 

And rufli'd to fave from death the lovely maid. 
Fir'd by humanity— unawM by dread, 

Dauntlefs he plunges in the glittering ftream, 
Clafps the fair nymph, and bears her to the mead, 

Where now yon time-worn rains faintly gleam. . 



i 
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There o'er tbe maiden's form he raptur'd huflg;» 

MarkM It&'i empurpPd glow expreffive eye, 
Drank bland delickxift poifon &om her loogiie. 

Admiring look'd and breath'd th' empa(fion'diigh. 
Allied by fympathy's myilexious aid, 

Their fou^ full foon copceiv'd a mutual love; 
In each fond heart imperial honoor fway'd, 

Blended vridi all the mildaefs of the dove. 
Ah ! lucklefs pair ! vrove in the Io6m of fate ; 

Gaunt mifer/s tiflued with thy tender love. 
An ebon train of direfiil ills await, 

That e'en the breafi of apathy might move. 
From noble parents Edward claim'd his birth. 

Vain of their fortunes, of their titles proud; 
Lofty, vindiQive, flem to modeft worth, 

Meanly obfequtous to the wealthy crowd* 
Stern anger fir'd the inccns'd Other's (bul 

Soon as the loven paffion reach'd his ears; 
Nor honour—reafon— -could his ire oontroal, 

Or ior a moment calm his haughty fears. 
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** Shall Edward! pride and glory of my houfe, 

" Mingle his honours widi the plebeian tribe? 
" Rather may every vengeful pow*r aroufe» 

'* To mar his peace— than Ellen be his bride.** 
Soon 'fore fweet Ellen*s vine-clad cot 

The imperious Baron frown'd^ 
AccuTs'd her beauty, fpum'd her humble lot, 

And fwore to hurl his dire&il vengeance roun^ 
** Sorc'rels, away, (the infenfate noble cry*d) 

" Or dread the fiiry of my juft revenge : 
•* Thou dar'ft not, feeble wretch, my pow'r deride; 

** Thou can'ft not, wiKh, my might will avenge,'* 
The weary pilgrim, journeying on his way. 

With horror hears the fcowling tempeft roll, 
Around his brow the vivid light'nings play, 

I 

Wild chilling fcan his trembling heart appal. 
The torrent rufliing from the mountain top, 

Spreads o'er the plain its defolating pow'r, 
Cruihes the golden harveft's waving crop, 

Drenches the daifi'd mead— deftroys the infant flow'i 
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.Chill curl'd the blood around the maiden's heart. 

Affrighted reafon trembl'd on her thronei 
Terrific madnefs ran thro* every parti 

Pour'd the wild fhrieks, and breath*d the heart-felt groan. 
In vain the aged Agnes firove to calm 

The throbbing anguifh of her woe-fraught breaft ; 
In vain (he ftrove to pour religion's balm, 

To footh with folemn love her griefe to refi. 
Alas ! the lovely maniac, wild and (ad, 

Soon as obfcurity her curtain drew. 
Alone— difconfolate — recklefs— 'MAD 

O'er the bleak heath in fallen filence flew. 
Now morning flied her orient pearls around. 

The day-fiar threw a lafi faint Img'ring ray. 
When Edward wand'ring o'er the fiurow'd ground 

Towards lovely £llen's cottage bent his way. 
Her virtues— beauties — was the precious theme 

That warm'd his fancy, that engaged his thought ; 
Bmpaffion'd ardour from his fire eyes beam. 

With love and rapture every fenfe is fraught. 
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But ah! what mean ih6k mad^nmg flirieks, 

That hollow (hif^rmg terror-firiktng moan, 
That thro' the fiillne(s of the morning breaks: 

Sure 'tis departing life's laft fault'ring groan ! 
He fearful ftarts — be liftcns— ftarts again, 

And burfting thro* the hazle-tangl'd fence 
Beholds his Ellen — lovlieft of the plaun, 

Struggling and writhM with agony intenfe.-*- 
Ol Ellen! Ellen! fpeak my foul's heft love, 

Thy Edward calls thee fiiom the (hades of death ; 
Will not his fighs thy gentle fpirit move- 
Will not his pray'n retard thy palling breath. 
Returning reafon gem'd the maiden's eyes 

Soon as her Edward's well-known tones (he hears ; 
She clafp'd his hand with eager fond furprife, 

And for a moment calm'd his horrent fears. 
" Edward, I would the fateful tale relate, 

" Swiftly the world recedes from vie w * 
** Thy father! — Oh!-^it is — it is — too late 

" Edward I— beloved youth !— a laft adieu !" 
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" I come, my fwceteft Ellen — ^Edward's doom,** 

He frantic cry'd, " is firmly wove with thine, 
" We'll reft together in the friendly tomb, 

** Tho' torn firom lift in death thou^flA'bc mine." 
Then from her pallid lips an holy kifs 

He fnatch'd— ^lookM up to heaven, and figh'd, 
*' Soon (hall our fpirits hail the realms of blifs I 

'* Ellen, I come !'' he clafp'd the maid and dy'd 1 



d^ The Poans marked thus * were written at an early 

age. 
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